CHAPTER 76 


June 29, 2011 


“Again.” 
“You might want to cool it a bi-“ 
“AGAIN!” 


Yu sighed a bit before sending his Persona flying towards Justin again, Justin’s own 
Persona swooping in to counter the attack with a swing of his hammer. It was late in 
the evening, and Justin had asked Yu whether he’d be willing to spar with him; said 
he need a bit of training. Yu was a little caught off guard by that, but he was more 
than happy to oblige. This started about three hours ago, and they were still going. 
Yu wanted to call it quits, hell so did Justin. But he forced himself to keep going. And 
that concerned Yu. 


Justin grunted in slight exhaustion as his Persona punted away Izanagi. One thing 
about summoning Personas and using them like this was it took a lot of energy out 
of you; and after a while it got outright painful. Like you could feel your persona’s 
muscles scream out in pain. Most of the time when the team got like this, they 
would call it a day and head back to the entrance. Justin didn’t really know that until 
today though. And yet, even though his muscles seemed to cry out to Justin, 
beginning him to stop, he persisted onwards. 


Izanagi went slamming into the ground, Yu's torso area tensing up slightly in the 
process. Forgot about Justin for a second here; this sparring session was going on 
much too long for his comfort. He had no idea what had gotten into Justin that he 
even wanted to spar as extensively as they were, let alone even come back in here. 
He would have thought Justin would be hesitant to come back here after the events 
that had conspired last Saturday. His shadow, damn near dying, Chie’s injuries... In 
retrospect, that might have been exactly why he was trying to fight so much. 


“Again.” Justin groaned after a short moment of heavy breathing. Yu starred at him 
for a moment before shaking his head. 


“No.” Yu gasped for air slightly, as he withdrew his Persona. Justin had a pissed off 
expression on his face as he watched Yu keel over. He had been pounding away at 
his Persona for the last few hours or so; he should have seen this coming a mile 
away. Yet he was angered that they weren’t still going at it. He needed this, 
goddamit. 


“| don’t need a break.” Justin glared at Yu slightly. 


“Yeah? Well | do.” Yu choked up over gasps of air before dropping his ass on the 
ground below him. Justin sighed slightly after a brief moment of starring at Yu. He 
had gotten so into the rhythm of battle that he was finding it hard to come off his 
performance high. He needed to train, but he wasn’t going to counteract the entire 
reason he was doing it in the first place. He sighed a bit as he soon sat his ass on 
the ground next to Yu. They had travelled outwards to where Justin had met his 
shadow for their sparring session. It was nice and spacious, and there was no threat 
of breaking their exit route to pieces in the middle of the warzone. Though they did 
break a few windows. Who honestly cared though; no one lived in this desolate 
wasteland. It was silent between the two for a while as they tried to gather their 
strength again. 


“Damn Justin; why don’t you hit me a little harder next time. | don’t think you’ve 
broken all of my bones yet.” Yu remarked slightly sarcastically. Usually Justin was all 
for witty exchanges between his friends, but today he wasn’t having none of that. 
He simply starred off into the distance as he dug around in his pocket; eventually 
finding a cigarette, which his Persona was more than happy to light. Luckily, it was 
more of a controlled burst of fire this time; no friendly fire involved. He sighed a bit 
before placing the smoke between his lips and snapping his fingers, dismissing his 
Persona from sight. 


Yu passed Justin a slight glance of concern. He was never this out of it. Something 
was wrong and he could tell; though as to what, he could only slowly unravel on his 
own. Justin blew out a slight puff of smoke, not so much as lifting his eyes from the 
bricks in the wall opposite from him. It was a strange building, really. It was very 
much structurally stable; but those bricks just seemed so ajar; like there was no real 
rhyme or reason to the way they were stacked on each other. Hell, somewhere 
sticking out of the framework. Not that that was what Justin was thinking of, mind 
you. It just happened to be the subject of his ire while he swam around in his 
thoughts. 


“Hey man, you alright?” Yu asked, folding his hand slightly in between his lap. Justin 
stared at the brick wall for a moment longer before shaking his head slightly and 
turning towards Yu. 


“Yeah, just thinking...” Justin choked up, his voice low like a whisper. He had a lot 
on his mind lately. He had hoped maybe a good show of violence would help him 
vent some of the excess emotions he could feel in his chest, but it seemed that 
wasn’t the case. Not that it mattered. He was training for a reason; not just so he 
could feel good about himself. Yu sighed slightly; he could tell Justin was holding 
something back. He wasn’t a very good liar after all. 


“Come on Justin. You know | won’t tell anyone.” Yu smiled at Justin slightly. Justin 
averted eye contact for a brief while. Of course he wouldn’t tell anyone; he trusted 
Yu enough to know he wouldn't do that. /t’s just... / don’t know. Do | really even 


want to talk about it? Justin sighed slightly before turning his head back in Yu’s 
direction. He had a friendly smile on his face, despite that pitiful look in his eyes. 
Justin took one last drag of his cigarette before flicking it over to god knows where; 
not so much as bothering to put it out. He just didn’t care. 


“| stopped by to check on Chie again.” Justin eventually spoke up, looking off into 
the distance again. Yu was a little confused by the topic, but nonetheless attentive 
as always. “We’re supposed to go to the movies tomorrow. Trial of the Dragon 2 
comes out, and | thought she’d like to go on opening night.” 


“Sounds like fun. Might do her some good to get out of the house anyway.” Yu 
smiled a bit, though that soon subsided as Justin twisted his head off in the other 
direction, his frown only seeming to deepen. Something about his remark hadn’t 
rubbed Justin the right way; though he sure as hell couldn’t understand why. 


“Yeah, well with her rib and all, the only way we can get her there is ina 
wheelchair.” Justin choked up with sadness. Any hint of cheer in Yu’s face 
disappeared as the remark made its way through his ears. He understood what 
Justin was so worked up over now. But why all this training? It didn’t make sense. 
And in all honesty, he had never seen Justin so determined about anything in his 
life; even when their lives were endangered he didn’t have this pure willpower to 
continue fighting. In a way, that was sort of the problem. 


“And she doesn’t want to get in the chair, right?” Yu interjected. He knew Chie well 
enough that she was very stubborn; stuff such as this notwithstanding. That wasn’t 
really the problem though; even if it was certainly connected. 


“No she does not. We’re sort of forcing her to use it. | feel bad, but... | don’t know.” 
Justin sighed slightly. Yeah, he felt bad about a lot of things. That he had to force 
her into that chair to move around, that she was trapped in her room watching the 
walls rot away, that she had to close her eyes in pain every time she twisted her 
body the wrong way... 


... hat he couldn’t stop it. He failed her. He failed everyone; but more importantly, 
he failed her. 


“You're doing a good thing.” Yu tried to reassure him. “Nothing to get worked up 
over.” 


“It’s not just that, Yu.” Justin practically spat out. He would never acknowledge it, 
but he was a little pissed off that Yu couldn’t actually tell what was eating Justin up 
on the inside. Yu was his friend; he thought he’d know Justin better than to moan 
over something as petty as that. No; he was pushing himself because of something 
much bigger than dragging Chie to the movies. 


“Then what is it?” Yu asked, the slightest hint of irritation in his voice. He was there 
for Justin; he was willing to lend him an ear and ease his doubts. But he couldn’t do 


that until Justin told him what was fucking bothering him already. Justin groaned a 
bit. 


“She got hurt really bad, Yu. It’s all my fault.” Justin sighed looking down at his feet; 
at the dirt below it. Justin couldn’t help but smirk on the inside of his mind. You 
know those movies where someone will look in the mirror and notice the monster 
they’ve become. Well that happened a lot to Justin too, but let’s talk about what he 
was actually looking at. The dirt. That’s really all Justin was, right? A useless sack of 
dirt. He was of no use to anyone, lest of all the one he loved. Yu raised an eyebrow 
Slightly at the shell of the man he knew. This wasn’t his fault; no one could have 
predicted Rise’s shadow would be so powerful. 


“It’s not your fault. You did everything you could—“ 


“And what | could wasn’t good enough!” Justin shouted back, cutting Yu off. You can 
claim you try all you want, but in the end, you do or you don't. In this case, he 
didn’t. And now his loved ones were paying the price for his mistake. Yu sighed a 
bit. 


“And you think that if you train enough you'll be able to protect her. Stop me if I’m 
wrong here.” Yu remarked, slight sarcasm in the end of his thought. He thought it 
was a bunch of bullshit in all honesty. He knew Justin was concerned, but Chie could 
protect herself. Justin was just afraid she couldn’t for whatever reason. And he knew 
it too. Justin nodded his head slightly biting at his thumbnail for a moment before 
speaking up. 


“She got hurt because | wasn’t strong enough. Because | couldn’t stop Rise’s 
shadow. But next time... Next time I'll be ready.” Justin looked up from the ground, 
a look of determination on his face. There were a lot of things he promised to do 
that he never got around to, or just couldn’t. This wasn’t one of those things. And 
he’d be sure of it if it killed him. Yu shook his head a bit to the sides. He admired 
what Justin was trying to do, but this wasn’t the way to go about it. 


“Justin... | know how you feel, but—“ 


“No Yu, you don’t know SHIT about how | feel...” Justin had started that statement 
with bloody murder in his eyes. How dare Yu try to know how he felt? Did he know 
what it was like to have your heart slowly ripped to shreds? To watch as the ones 
you loved suffered? He was pissed alright, but as he really thought about it, about 
everything he felt... His anger soon vanished without a trace, only to be replaced 
with an empty sensation in his chest. “You don’t know shit...” He repeated a deep 
sinking feeling in his chest. 


“Do you really think you’re protecting her by beating yourself up like this?” Yu 
questioned, a harsh tone to his voice. Sometimes you had to be a bit pushy with 
Justin in order for him to get the message. It wasn’t really working this time though. 


“You just don’t get it.” Justin dismissed Yu’s remark with a wave of his hand. He 
didn’t. He just didn’t understand what it was like to watch someone you love get 
hurt because you couldn’t take the heat. Maybe he would someday, but today 
wasn’t that day. Yu of course took that more as him breaking through than 
anything; that he had managed to appeal to Justin’s more logical side. The way he 
just sort of brushed the comment off seemed like something you would do when 
you were losing an argument, so he had assumed that Justin was at least seeing the 
logic behind his words. He should never have pressed on. 


“Honestly Justin. Chie can take care of herself just fine; she’s strong like that. 
Working yourself to the bone isn’t going to change anything. You need to have a 
little more faith in her...” That set him off. Justin shot his head over in Yu’s direction, 
his jaw slightly a gape, his eyebrows lowered in anger. His pupil seemed to pierce 
though Yu’s soul with the intensity of a thousand suns. Whatever it was he said; it 
had pushed Justin over the edge big time. 


“Faith? You want to talk to me about faith!?” Justin snarled, his voice rhaspy with 
anger. Yu had widened his eyes in surprise at the outburst. This was intense, even 
for Justin. “No, let ME tell you a little something about faith.” He shouted as he stuck 
his arm up, revealing the gauss wraps around his arms. Yu was a little confused at 
first until he unwrapped one of them, revealing the deep cuts scattered all across 
his arms. Yu was surprised and disgusted, despite knowing about his injury. Yosuke 
had sort of told him by accident during one of their conversations, after all. Still, he 
didn’t think it was this bad. 


“You see this? Take a good fucking look; because this is fucking faith right here. | 
trusted that man, and all he gave me was this. Don’t you dare lecture me on faith, 
when you don’t know a goddamn thing!” Justin shouted, his eyes watering over ever 
so slightly. Tears weren’t rolling down his cheeks or anything, but you could see 
that his eyeball was shining from the tears he was fighting back. Yu bit his bottom 
lip, his eyes averted from Justin in slight shame. He had no idea something as 
simple as the word faith would set him off. Whatever it was, it must have been 
bad... But... Wait a second. Something didn’t add up. 


“.. That man?” Yu questioned, his head tilted off to the side in slight confusion. 
“Yosuke told us that you cut it on some glass from a broken television when you 
were outrunning Falcone.” Justin raised his eyebrows, though his eyes were still 
squinted with anger and disgust; his chest inflating in shaky, long breaths. 


“Why the fuck does Yosuke know that?” Justin glared. 


“He said he heard it from Maya.” Yu explained, a frown on his face. Justin paced a 
step or two in front of Yu, an angry expression on his face. He didn’t like that Maya 
had been spewing out personal information to his friends, Yosuke of all people 
nonetheless. And she wasn’t even telling the truth. Though, in all fairness, she 
probably didn’t know. No; she was right about one thing, that’s when he did get the 


gauss bandages. He like the look, and it helped him hide the scars. Prior to that, he 
just hid his cuts under his jacket, 24/7. It could be a million degrees out and Justin 
would never take that thing off, lest someone see. Because after all; even an 
abusive father is better than child protection services. 


“She told you | cut my arms on a television set?” Justin shook his head, a grin on his 
face. He didn’t know why. There was nothing to smile about. Nothing to find joy in. 
Broken glass my ass; if that were true | would be a much happier person. “No 
television screen cuts deep enough to leave permanent scars like these, Yu. No, you 
can thank my father for these.” 


“Your father?” Yu questioned, very much shocked by this explanation. He 
immediately connected the dots as to what his father’s role in the matter was, 
though he certainly didn’t know any specifics. He didn’t want to either. If he was 
right... Well, he didn’t want to be right. 


“Every night he’d go out drinking, come back drunk as a sailor. Sometimes I’d get 
lucky and he’d only hit me. Then there were the nights he still had the bottle in his 
hand.” Justin continued pacing around, an angered, expression on his face. Yet his 
eyes still filled with tears. Tears that never spilled out on his face or down his cheek. 
They just sat there, as though waiting for something. Something that never came. 
Maybe it was just that Justin had shed one tear too many over this man. Who even 
knew? 


“Justin... |...” Yu was at a loss for words. He had advice on a lot of things; this wasn’t 
one of them. Justin stopped pacing around for a moment as he looked down on Yu. 
It only really just struck him he had just spilt shit on the table he shouldn’t have. His 
face turned slightly red as he let out a sigh. Well now Yu knew too... 


“Don’t say anything.” Justin eventually remarked, sitting back down next to Yu; his 
arms crossed in front of his chest, like he was trying to warm himself up. In a way, 
he was. Remembering all that stuff about his father... It sent a shiver down his 
spine. If there was one bright side to living out in the middle of nowhere by himself, 
it was that he would never have to fear that door opening at night; his father 
wandering in a drunken stupor. Though Justin would be lying if he said it took a 
while to get used to. When he first moved to Inaba, he couldn’t sleep. He was 
always afraid that door might open up. The two sat there in silence for a while, 
contemplating the conversation they had just had. Justin was embarrassed to have 
blurted that out, not to mention pained. Yu... Yu was speechless; and not in a good 
way. He felt his heartstrings pull slightly as the story circulated in his head. No one 
deserves that; not even Justin. Still... There was another matter that needed to be 
settled. 


“Justin...” Yu choked up. Justin moved his pupils over to look at Yu, though he didn’t 
move his head in the slightest. He was tired; not just from training. He was 
emotionally tired. He just couldn’t deal with this bullshit anymore. He had thought 


he had escaped it all years ago, yet even now he still found it haunting his thoughts, 
his inner emotions. Yu sighed a bit; he knew Justin wasn’t going to like what he had 
to say, but he needed to hear it. “Chie isn’t your father.” 


“Gee, thanks for the obvious information.” Justin remarked sarcastically. 


“| don’t mean like that. You can’t go around not trusting anyone just because of 
your father. He’s just one man.” 


“He’s the one man | gave all my heart too, and he went and spat on it.” Justin 
countered. Every night he went to bed, red marks across his face, fresh cuts along 
his arms where he had tried to block his father’s advances, he sat there awake. 
Thinking about he’d run away, how he’d end his suffering. But he didn’t; because 
even through all he put him through, he still wanted to love his father. And every 
night he prayed that his father would change; that they could be a proper family 
that loved each other, instead of smashed bottles upside each other’s heads. 


And every night his prayer’s went unanswered. 


“Well what about Chie? Haven’t you given her all of your heart?” Yu asked. He knew 
Justin loved Chie; as much as he always tried to play their relationship off on the 
down-low. Everyone knew, of course, but he still tried to keep it low-profile. They 
didn’t hold hands in public, or do anything a couple really would when their friends 
were around. But when they were alone, the way he looked at her; the admiration in 
his eyes... Justin loved Chie with all his heart. And Yu would know; he had 
accidentally walked into Aiya’s a few times while they were on a date. He’d silently 
watch for a moment or two before leaving the two to their thing. Justin looked down 
to the ground before shaking his head. 


“No... Not all of it. Not yet.” Justin choked up in a saddened voice. 


“You don’t trust her?” Yu asked. It seemed that would be the only reason for Justin 
not to give her all of his love. He was afraid of loving after what his father did to 
him. Justin just shook his head though; that wasn’t the case. 


“| trust her more than anyone in the world Yu. She wouldn’t let me down.” Justin 
remarked still looking at the ground, digging shapes into the dirt using the tip of his 
fingers. A cross to be more precise. 


“Then why? Why do you have no faith in her?” Yu asked. Justin was acting like this 
all protecting guardian; someone who had to protect Chie at all costs like some 
valuable oyster. In a way, that’s what she was to him; a treasure for him protect 
and treasure. 


“| have faith in her. | just don’t have faith in me. That | can protect her. If something 
goes wrong... If she were to get hurt worse... If she were to... leave...” Justin 
swallowed back pain in his voice. You could tell he was afraid; not necessarily for 


Chie herself, mind you. No. He was afraid to lose her. Yu looked on with sympathy 
as Justin continued to draw pictures in the sand. More and more crosses. A bit 
strange when you consider Justin wasn’t a particularly religious person. 


“You’re not going to lose her. | promise.” Yu smiled a bit as he reached out placing 
his hand on Justin’s shoulder. Justin just stared at his hand for a while. Justin wanted 
to laugh. How could Yu possibly promise something like that? He wasn’t a fortune 
teller or a time traveler or something... Still, the confidence in his voice was oddly 
comforting. Eventually the tension in Justin’s shoulders loosened. 


“Thanks, Yu. But do me a favor.” 
“Yeah?” 


“Use some of those lady skills on Yukiko for once.” Justin smiled slightly, giving Yu a 
Slight push. Yu blushed a bit, though he had a grin to match Justin’s on his face. The 
two just sat there for a while, staring off into the distance, a smile on their face. Or 
at least, they had until Yu’s eyes widened and he muttered something under his 
breath. 


“Only level 2? Holy crap.” He muttered to himself. Justin raised his eyebrow in 
confusion. Everytime Yu seemed to talk to himself, he made NO sense whatsoever. 


“What was that?” 


“Nothing, you’re hearing things.” Oh the irony. 


